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"Here is my name," cried he, "by the most curious chance!'*
He pointed to the bracelet-clasp.

" How ?" cried the Countess : " it is the cipher of a female
friend!"

" They are the initials of my name. Forget me not. Your
image is engraven on my heart, and will never be effaced. Fare-
well ! I must be gone."

He kissed her hand, and meant to rise; but, as in dreams,
some strange thing fades and changes into something stranger, and
the succeeding wonder takes us by surprise; so, without knowing
how it happened, he found the Countess in his arms; her lips were
resting upon his, and their warm mutual kisses were yielding them
that blessedness, which mortals sip from the topmost sparkling
foam on the freshly-poured cup of love.

Her head lay on his shoulder; the disordered ringlets and
ruffles were forgotten. She had thrown her arm round him; he
clasped her with vivacity; and pressed her again and again to his
breast. 0 that such a moment could but last forever ! And woe
to envious fate that shortened even this brief moment to o
Mends!                                                                                          ,'

How terrified was Wilhelm, how astounded did he start- ^
his happy dream, when the Countess, with a shriek, on a ,
tore herself away, and hastily pressed her hand against hp

He stood confounded before her; she held the other 1
her eyes, and, after a moment's pause, excl&imed: "'A
me! delay not!"                                                           /

He continued standing.                                        /

"Leave me!" she cried; and taking oShf/r
eyes, she looked at him with an indescribably'
tenance;  and added, in the most tend
"Fly, if you love me."

Wilhelm was out of the chamber, j
he knew what he was doing.

Unhappy creatures!
destiny tore them asund